
"When I Go Home.
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enough time tho Murphy had cf it,
too, for thero were days and weeks
when Murphy, longshoreman, had
enough to do to keep hi family in
bread. Yet the ugly duckliu" that he
had taken iu got as good a th
Murphy did. The warm heart of Mr.
Murphy went out to the littlo forlorn
cripple, and she treated him as though
he hail been her own child.

Nor wa Jim ungrateful. He de-velo-

a variety of talent that
brought manv a penny into tho
treasury of tfu; Murphy. Ho was
errand "boy fr ,,,osl t,iU Patch, and
spito hi crutch could perform a mission
more quickly than most other boys and
with more intelligence. He also picked

0 ejcittr object cf btirc:!. .Ii
plxin no?r to ull who knew Jin t--

-t hl3
days were numbered.- - It tisatd
strange that the forlorn, neglect?4
child should have his heart set upon
having a splendid funeral, but ho had,
and tho uudsrtaker with whom he had
mado his agreement had let it b
known that the hoy should have a
funeral equal to any that ever left the
Patch.

A couple of weeks ao it. was plain
that the end was near. Jim was forced
to lie in bed very quiet; and thin mud

alo he was. too. Up to this time he
tad said nothing further about burial

to Mrs. Murphy. Finally he called her
to him.

"It's all right, wot you said about tne
grave, au't it?" he asked.

"Yes, Jim." was tho tearful answer;
'but ye mav get well yet."

I won't.' said Jim with a touch of
his old obstinacy, "au' when I'm dead
1 want everybody to come in auVsce
me." Hero Jim'delved under his pil-
low very painfully and brought out two
or three silver pieces. "Here, tna'm.
You kin get some pipes and tobakker
an' snutl. They always haa them,
ilon't they, at real funerals?" he asked
somewhat anxiously, and sec mod. nn
lieved when ho was assured that the
articles named would bo procured.

"You needn't worry about the
funeral, ma'm," continued Jim. "I
saved up money an' bought that my-
self. I've been thlnkln' for a gpod
while that I'd need it. I'd like to seo
that chap wat 1 brought it from,
though."

Half an hour later the undertaker
was at Jim's bedside, Jim looked .up
with a wan smile of recognition. .Then
he reached under his pillow again t.ud
found a few more silver piece.

"They're the last I have," ho said, as
he put them into the undertaker's
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LITTLE JIM'S FUNERAL.

Littlo Jim's death has caused a good
deal of talk.

Of that thero wan no doubt.
Every motherly person in that por-

tion of South llrooklvn known ns tho
Patch" has been talking about it for

the last week, for 'Jim was one of tho
celebrities of that locality.

It is not alone of his death they are
talking, however, for that had been
anticipated for somo time, and be-

sides death? aro so common there that
but little is thought of it. Mrs.
Moriarty. one of tho leading ladies of
tho "Patch," expressed tho general
opinion tersely but fairly when fehesaid
recently: "Sure the worst tiling about
dy In Is that bctehune tho docthors, tho
wake, the undertakers, an1 tho bury in
it's chaper to live" a rather mixed
statement, the meaning of which if

clear, however.
N'. it wa not tho death of little Jim

that caused all tho talk beforo referred
to.

Not at nil.
It was hi funeral that gavo rise to all

the talk. It was one of the most re-

markable fuueral ever seen iu south
U rok I in.

No one who knew Littlo Jim in life
would hav supposed that ho could
command such honor in death.

Jim's life was not ono that even tho
ordiuary street arab would naturally
envy.

The locality in which Jim lived and
died doe not include among It inhab-
itants any whose name figure in any
elite directory. There are a sprinkling
of longshoremen, some junkmen and
truckmen, some ordinary laborers, and
Koine people who neither toil nor spin.
There aro tho usual dingy rum-sho- p

that are more prosperous than any
other kind of shop. There aro pig,
uud "oats, and doirs innumerable, that
always seem to be engagetl in breaking
in nr.ii i

,nance ami getting their own- -

era into trouble. Taking it all in all,
it i a unique locality in moio respect
than one.

Tradition In tho patch has it that at
ono period Jim had a father and
mother. Now, society at the Patch
does not ask for much, but it would
teem that the parents of Jim did not
como up to the social requirement of
even this ea.y-goin- g locality, so that
thero was no reirret When Jim's mother
died after a prolonged spree, and hi
father left tho Patch never to mum.
This did not occur, however, until after
In some friendly brawl, ono cr tho
other, or both of them, had in some
manner, injured Jim so that he re-

mained a cripple until tho day of hi
death.

It was about this time that Timothy
Mitnthv. longshoremen, cominir homo
fritm hi work ono lib'ht and belli"
ildn.tr. directed hi step to a resort

ta children in the nursery at home, and
which my own children look at now. as
it hangs upou the wall. It is a water- -
color sketch, delicately enciled and
tinted, done In India some three-qua- r
ters of a century ago bv Chinerv.a well- -
kuown artUt of those day, who went
to Calcutta aud depicted the people
there with charming skill.

This picture represents a family
group.father, mother, infant child.
a subject w hlch has been popular with
paiuters ever since they ltrst began
their craft Long before Raphael's
wondrous art was kuown. this particu-
lar coniHMtton wa.s a favorite with
artist aud spectator, as 1 think it w ill
ever be, from generation to generation,
while mother couliuue to clasp their
little ones In their arm. This special
group of Thackeray I almost the only
glimpse we have of my father's earliest
childhood, but it gives a vivid - passing
impression of hi lirst home, which
lasted for so short a time. My long,
lean, young grandfather sit at such
eao a people allowed themselves iu
those classic ilays. propped in a still
chair, in tight white duckw and pumps,
and with a kind, grave face. He wa
Mr. Richmond Thackeray, of the Heu- -

Civil Service, the then revenue
t;al of the districts called "the tweu
ty-fo- Perganas." My grandmother,
a beautiful young woman of some two
aud twenty summers. Mauds, draped
in white, with a certain nymph-lik- e as-

pect, and beside her, perched upou
half a dozen big piled books, with his
arm round his mother' neck, i her
little son, William Makepeace Thack-
eray, around-eye- d boy of three years
old! dressed in u white muslin frock.
He has curly, dark hair, au innocent
face, ami a very sweet look ami smile.
This look was almost the same indeed
after a lifetime; neither long year ol
work aud trouble, nor pain, nor chill
winters of anxiety ever dimmed its
clear simplicity, though hi spectacle
uiav have sometime como between his
eyes and those who did not kuow him
very well.

lie used to take his spectacles ot!
when he looked at this oM water-colo- r,

"it is a pretty drawing," ho used to
say; but if his father, iu tho picture,
could have risen from the chair he
vvould have been about nine fyet
high, according to tho length til
the legs thero depicted. My own
father Used to tell us he could just re-

member our grandfather, a very tall,
thiu man, rising out ot u bath. Ho
could also remember the crocodiles
floating on the (langes, and that was
almost all he ever uescribed of India,
though iu hi later writing there are
many allusion to Fast Indian life. In

The Tremendous Adventuresof Major
Cuhugau," for Instance, there Is enough
meaning and intention in the name
und Hiudr.staneo to show that he still
retained something of hi early Impres-siou- s.

A year after tho sketch In question
was painted, the peaceful home in In-

dia was broken up forever. The poor
young collector of the twenty-fou- r

Perganas died of a fever on board a
ship, where he had been carried from
the shore for fresher air; this was about
181G, when my father was live years
old.- -

Richmond Thackeray was himself
little over thirty wheu he died. Ills
young widow remained iu India with
her mother, and married a second time.
Two years after her lirst husband's
death, her little sou came back to En-

gland with a cousin of the same age,
lx)th returning under tite care of an
Indian civilian, Mr. James McNabb,
who had promised to befriend the
children on the journey home, and ol
whose kindness we were often told iu
our childhood. From Anne Thmkt ray
Jiitvhi(,in ,S7. Nicholas.

A Ludlcrouw llluiulcr.
An amusing mistake of a telegraph

operator, which might have beeu at
tended with unpleasant results, wa
brought to my notice recently, say the
liruoklyn Citiun. The son of a well-know-

gentleman living on the Heights
had beeu seriously ill, and the father
was, of course, anxious about hi con-
dition. Wheu he left the house in the
morning he left instructions that should
the condition of Amos, his sou, become
worse during the day u telegraphic
dispatch should be sent to him. Amoi
grew worse aud the following dispatch
was sent:

Amos quite ill. Come home at once."
The Hrookly n operator sent the dis-

patch, which, when it reached New
York, read like this:

"A mosquito 111. Como home at
once."

The father received the message,
aud, as he did not understand it, did
not go home. At night the father made
inquiries at home about the meaning
of the message, when ho learned the
mistake of the operator. He determin-
ed to tind out who was responsible, and
tuade a complaint to the president ol
the telegraph company. The matter
was Investigated and a volume of cor-

respondence was the result. It wa
found that the number of words in the
message delivered were counted the
same ly both operators. The New
York operator said that he asked the
Rrooklyn man three times whether tho
tirst word was mosquito or not, ami

'received au allirmativo reply three
times. The matter wa Nettled by the
discharge of tho offending ojrator.

liable and Crows.

A lgo gray eagle trespassing ujon
the fei'tfing grounds of a llot k of crow
at Fishklll, N. Y., was set upon by a
dozen or more of the crows and driven
bleeding from the Held after a battle of
hl an nour.

tip somehow the art of writing In a
queer spider-lik- e fashiou, and wrote
letter for thoo deniens of tho Patch
who could not write themselves,
There i a formula followed iu writing
such letter as these, for tho writer
always tart out with the rather super-- j
11 no Us announcement that he "takes
his pen in hand' and always ends by
"wishing this will lind you in good
health a it leaves tne at ptoent," re-- ;
gardles of his netual condition of
health. This formula is a immovable
a were the laws of tho Medes ami Per-- i
Mans, and by his fidelity to it littlo
Jim added to his popularity and his in-- I
come.

Then Jim had a little, cracked voice,
with jti; t a little sweetness iu it, and he
iang two or three souir in a manner
that the peoplu of the Patch considered
a being extremely artistic. Jim's
repertoire wa not extensive. He sang
"Only a Picture," and warbled about
the Scotch lad (leordie. w ho left his
Jean to light with the Scotch brigade
and never came hack and ho sang
about a letter that some oue had re-

ceived from Ireland. Iu addition he
somehow learned to play several air
on an old accordion that belonged to
the Murphy family.

All last summer Jim used 'hi ac-

complishment in various directions and
picked tip a good many dollars. Most
of these went into the Murphy treasury,
but one day iu rummaging about his
bed Mrs. Murphy found an old hand-
kerchief, ami tied up in it were several
dollar in .small silver.

"Lord love the boy, it's savin' up for
lomethin ho is," said god-nature- d

Mrs. Murphy. Ami she tieil up the
money and placed it where she had

found it. She said nothing to Jim
about it. but afterward came to tho con-
clusion that bit by bit Jim was adding
to hi hoard.

One day Jim. who seemed to have
something on hi mind, surprised tho
good woman by abruptly asking:

"Where do the people In tho Patch
be buried when they dieP"

"Arrah, Jim, what'. tho matterP
What question are you askiu'P" said
the astonished woman.

"I nked you where people that dies
around hero are buried," said Jim
sturdily.

"Where, sure, but in tho clmitery,"
responded Mrs. Murphy.

And if I died where would I b
buried?"' said the persistent Jim.

"The Lord forbid ye should die, Jim;
but if ye did the ould man an' mesilf
ha wan lot iu tho cimitory where our
weeny wans is buried, and )o should
lay there. Jim."

"Jim looked both relieved and
thoughtful, and left the house without
aklnr any morn quest n. Mr.

I Murphy, in her perplexity, told her
husband of her conversation.

"1 dunno', Mary," aid tho long-
shoreman thoughtfully, "they say
children can look ahead, an' tho bye is
too knowin' to live. That cough av
hi, too, is bad. Hut don't borry
trouble."

It was certain when tho winter
opened that Jim wa getting thinner,
and that he had a painful cough, which
wa growing worse. The people of.
the Patch had enough to do to live,
an,l j(t there wa not a house In it
where Jim wa not welcome to what- -

ever there was. Hi conversation wl'.h
Mrs. Murphy about burial had been
quietly circulated, ami among those

I

simple superstitious people it invested
'

him with new interest. Another thing
j about Jim that caused much comment

was the manner iu which Jim hung
constantly about the shop of tho good- -

- natured Irishman who burled most of
the person who died in the Patch.

Oue day the latter wa astonished on
entering tho shop to find Jim following
at hi heel and making mysterious
sign to him. Drawing him to ono end
of the counter Jim prod need a small
bundle from hi coat. Untying it, ho

dumped out a pile of silver.
How much i a fuueralP" ho de-

manded senientiously.
"Why, Jim. what do you meanP"

asked the astonished undertaker.
"How much i a fuueral?" Jim again

demanded.
Well, thnt depend on who it is for,"

said the undertaker, hoping to draw
tho boy out.

"Well," responded Jirn, "it may bu
for me an' it may be for some one else.
There is $10. When I have more I'll
gio it to you. When I want this
funeral I'll want It bid. I want It to
be the real thing. Hlaek horse an'
them things on top of tho hearse an'
nil that. You'll tend to all that, will
ye?"

"Ye, Jim; of course," paid tho still
bewildered undertaker.

"All right, then," said Jim march-lu- g

out, leaving the money on tho
Counter.

"Well, if that don't bate all." mut-
tered tho undertaker to himself when
the hoy had gone out. "That gosoott
bargainln' for his own funeral. It bate
the fairies."

The queer bargain that Jim made
was boou talked about, and h became

the race that the cow caught bin by hi ..

clothing, splitting the back of bis cett .

from waist to collar, and tosslo bin la .

the air.
THE COW CHAllOED AO AW.
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sihle after alighting, Mocker dUchirtJ
both barrels of his gun Into the IraU .

brute, which only tended to incrtata btt .

aggrcssiveucas. &he again charged upoa .
him and succeeded In tossing bua la Ike
air three or four times. Not baYlag
time to reload, he clubbed bis gun, and,
as the enrnged brute made another data
at hltu, he struck ber over the head.wllb
no other effect than to break the stoci
of the gun off just back of tbt lock. .

Matters bogsu to look desperate about '

this time, but Blocker fortunately ,

cured shelter behind a tree, and, BOtf.
withstanding tho crippled condition ol
bis gun, ho succeeded in slipping a cart-
ridge In each barrel, and at abort rsogt
sent both charges Into the animal's bead
just back of ber ear. This stunned bti
so that ho was able to escape and return ,.
to hjs engine, severely bruised up, but
without any broken bones. He is of tie
opinion that there is not much cbelca
between a mad cow and a giztly beat
when it comes to a rough-and-tumbl- e

set-to- . Colorado fyrrinyi corretpofidtnc ,

vthe Globe-Democra- t.

An Impresa In The Harem. ,

j no i nn press v iciona Augusta naq
In Turkey one experience not to be
matched iu any other place in Europe.
To be received: as a guest, but by,, men
alone: to be entertained with tmrfeot,
devotion, but exactly as if her host WM
a bachelor; to tind not a siugle woman .

on the premises in any capacity, aad
then, after twenty-fou- r hours of this
kind of life, to be taken through a tlda
door Into a walled-u- n section of tha
palace, and there, iu the midst of wait-in- g

women innumerable, and of unsur- - .

passed maguiticence, to be iutroduoed
to Madame tho First Wife, Madame
tho Second. Madamo the Thlrd.Madaui
tho Fourth, etc., etc.. must of. coursa
impart a slight Impression .of limited
hospitality to the flavor of the enter-- ,
taiument previously offered iu the halls ,

outside of the real "household. This Ls

what happened to tho Kmpress of Ger-

many. '1 ho impression produced. b
tho passing glimpse of the real borne
of tho Sultan was heightened , by the
fnet. thnt tn TurLev etlmirtta forbids
speaking to a mau about his wife. Taa
subject is very properly tabooed. The
man who ha fallen into multiple en-

tanglements of the heart does not cart
to be addressed concerning them any
more than he wishes to be talked, to
about anv other weakness or failure af

"
hi life.

The ladies of tho harem, says a cor-

respondent of the New York TributM.
have had ono revelation iu this connec-
tion, even more startling to them than
this opening of tho harem door aud the
tasto of it democratic life could have,
been to tho Kmpress. Tho rumor , that
their Imperial master had taken tha
Kmpress on his arm, aud had driven
through the streets sitting by her side
in hi own carriage as no one of them
could possibly do, was iu itself suClci-entl- y

amazing. Rut to read In all the
daily paper the account of the visit of ,

the Kmpress without her husband to
tho city, when the Turkish sailorf
manned tho yards of the licet In her
honor, und w hen salutes were fired for
Iter sole benefit, was a most unexpected
disclosure of the heights of dignity to .

which a womnn mav attain in some

part of the world. Not oue of ths
harem is known even by name to tha
nation, much less honored by the na-

tion, ns this stranger from German
has been honored.

lYinalc Custom Inspectors. "

The greater part of the women Ii,
speetor In the New York custom-bous- s

were dismissed because there were as

in:iiiy complaint of ladies about theil
oflleioumes. "Men," say the ladles
who travel, "make the best inspectors.1
They will do the work with more con-
sideration for the feelings of the owcef
than one woman 1 likely to ban Xoi.
another.

Superstition.
A superstitious quarry foreman ; al

Pottstowu, Pa., spent a whole night re-

cently iu revolving a wagon-whee- l,

thinking that tho operation would briejback the thief that stole lis powder

ham!, despite the latter' protest.
"Is that fuueral most ready?" he

asked.
"Yes. Jim."
"Well,". said Jim, with aweak smile,

'I'm most ready for the luueral. The
hearse and them things on topis they
all right?"

"Yes, Jim; all right." .

An tho carriages, an' tho black
horses, an' all that?"

"Yes, Jim; nil right."
"All right, then." said Jim, a, little

wearily. "I'm a little tired now, an' I
guess' I'll go to sleep."

And ho did! hen they como to
look at him some time later ho was
sleeping his last sleep with a smile on
hi face.

And the Patch honored hlin in death
as it honors few iu life. The undertaker
more than kept hi word with Jim. Tho
Murnhy cottage was small and tho
undertaker had the body of tho dead
moved to hi best room, where it lav in
state for two days, during which time
all tho Patch visited the rooms. Nor
did Mr. Murnhv foriret her cotnmis
sion. Tho tobacco and the pipes aud
the snutf were thero.

And the funeral! That was a rcvola
tlou to the Patch. Tho hearse had
waving plumes, to the surprise of somo
of the natives who had thought that no
oue lower in the social clrclo than an
alderman or a prosperous liquor dealer
could be so honored. The black horses
were there, and the undertaker in per-
son superintended the funeral instead
of delegating this duty to an assistant.

It wa a proud day for-Mrs- . Murphy,
'wlu wore her black beaded cashmere
die, bought many years ago ready-mad- o

and only worn on state occasions.
With Mr. Murphy, and tho young
Murphy she had the carriage next to
the hearse, and thero were some twenty
other carriages. Kven tho proprietor of
the "Hole In tho Wall" was fain to bow
to tho exigencies of the occasion and
rode to tho fuueral iu solemn state,
while several local politicians, with nn
uyu to the main chance, also attended.

Mr. Murphy, in speaking of the
matter, wiped fier eye as sho said:

"I feel a though wan ay mo own had
gone from me; but there's wan comfort.
Little Jim was buried like a gintlcmah."

One of the younger inhabitants of the
Patch had something to say about the
matter, loo, when he was seen. You
kin say that our Jim is going to have a
monument," ho said. "We're raisin

' the money an1 it's goin to lo a dandy,
j We're goin' to have somethiu on tho

stone, too, that'll kinder tell wot kind
of a feller littlo Jim wuz. Some of the
boys wuz a thinkin' about soniethln'
like this," said Jim's frieud, producing
rather a dirty piece of paper ou which
wa written:

'Our Jim,
111 lejrs wtu crooked
Hut Ut) wutstrslghU"

"It may not be iu just that style, but
them's about our seutlment's," con-
cluded Jim's friend.,

Aud so, while Jim in life was of littlo
consequence, after death he has been
honored. Tho same can not bo said of
the great ones of the earth. A'. V,
Hail and Kx.rcss.

Qtirrit Victoria' Koceutrloltlee.

One of her peculiarities is her Jealous
care about everything pertaining to her
late husband. His personal property
Is In the same condition iu which he
left it Hi horses died in their stall
without having been mounted after hi?
death. Hi slippers and dressing-gow- n

ate every night placed In their accus-
tomed position, w hile the Queen sits ou
the opKsite side of the lireplaco and
thinks of the da) gone by, and. it if

said, believe that his spirit is present
to commune with her. Vhiladtlphiii
Jnquirtr,

The Illctenth Comiiiaiulmriit.

Cleorire Francis Train says he has
been long enough Iu Hoston to learn
that the eleventh commandment Iu thai
city is "Thou shalt uut get aught."

for tho blbulously inclined, known a
the Holo in the Wall." He was ju;
quenching his thirst when he saw a
dwartish form enter, partly with the
assistance of an improvised crutch.

The gentleman w ho presided in tho
establishment leaned over the counter.

"Well, what is UP" ho demanded.
"I'm lookln' for mo fadder," was tho

reply.
Well, ycr father an't here, so' you d

tetter get out."
Hold on," said Mr. Murphy, long-

shoreman.' at this juncture. "Come
here, me lad. It's meself that knows
yer blaggard of a father, an' it's me
opinion ve'll see him no more, an'sorra
the much loss."

The boy set up a whimper, and then
the big longshoreman put his broad
hand over hi mouth.

"WhUht." ho said, "como with me."
and the burly longshoreman and the
Jittle cripple left the store together.

A few moment later Mr. Sullivan,
longshoreman, appeared in hi own
domicile with little Jim.

It's that bye of Flaherty's Mary."
slid ho to Ids motherly looking wife,

(iivo him a sup an' n place to sleep.
We've enough av our own to feed, but
wan mcre'll make littlo dl lie re nee. If
we"e a feast we'll not ml w hat ho
eats. If we'vo a famine sorry bit av
mo but thinks that he's ued to tho
.samot."

And that ii tha way. Jim begamo


